
BOYS DON'T CRY
Setting: After the coin toss in DWTB. Before Aeryn actually leaves.
Rating: PG, maybe? Or maybe it should have some kind of *Angstometer* rating??
Disclaimer: Belonging to Browder, Black, Kemper et al. Not me.


You'd know the tread of her footsteps anywhere. A heavy rubber soled boot, a deliberate pacing. Aeryn has a signature step all of her own. 

But timing isn't a strong point for either of you and she has to leave it till your face is awash, doesn't she?

You're tinkering with your beautiful, primitive little ship, and Aeryn only makes her way to the bay when the water is streaking your cheeks. When the salt has already worked its way into your wet skin, reddening your eyes. 

You did crazy, you did anger. You both did pain. You did a frelling coin, and you turned on your heel and left in silence. Left her there alone in the bay with a prowler and a bag. And now, so help you, you're doing self pity.

Those solid footsteps are echoing back at you like a death knell.

Frell.

You squeeze your eyelids together to disperse the tears. A rapid inhalation, a blinking of wet eyelashes.

Bet your John was more of a man than this, huh, babe? Bet the hero of the Dam Ba Da didn't cry like a girl.

"John...?" Is that concern in her voice? Too little, too late, babe...

You got your back towards her; she can't see your face. Duck your head, wait it out, she'll back off. Didn't she say she didn't want to say goodbye?

Her words come slowly, "John?" 

Fuck.

Suck it up, boy.

"Hey, Aeryn..." Crap, that’s a scratchy excuse for a voice...

And just why did you think your lashes could be the equivalent of 6 ply?

You need to wipe the back of your hand over your eyes, but she'd catch that.

Still...

A surreptitious drag of the palm; just gotta speck of dust in there, is all.

The air is cool against your damp face, against the tingling skin.

She is concerned now. " John, what's going on?"

Well, honey, says that little voice inside your head, you just ripped out my heart and crushed it into the deck with your damn peacekeeper boots, but other than that I'm fine and dandy.

You breathe in through your nose as quietly as you can, inhaling salt moisture.

You try and look busy with some piece of engine or other in your hand. A hand which shakes.

So you say: "Nothin', nothin'...I'm just...look, have a nice trip ok?..."

That's it - nicely flippant...this boy don't cry...

And you say: "Send me a postcard, bring me back some candy..." 

She gives a sharp intake of breath at your words.

You shove your hands back in the module's innards. If she can't see 'em, she can't see 'em tremble.

" I...will. When, " she pauses, changes her words, "If ...I...come back."

Oh, yeah, good on ya, babe, rub salt into the wound, rub fate into the wound....and you scrape your hand roughly against something metallic and abrasive, just to feel a different sort of pain...

...different from the same old pain...the same old Aeryn pain...

When she goes you may as well be dead. You wish she would come back from the dead. Back from that planet, Valldon, the place of the dead, trying to find her old lover.

Or maybe she feels like she never left there, half existing here on Moya with the ghost of John Crichton.

And you haven't said a word since the smart ass candy comment. 

She's standing staring at you, you can feel it – is she staring right through your good ole boy façade? What brought her to this part of town anyways? 

Does snivelling like a baby echo that loudly through Moya?

"John, look at me."

Uh, uh. Oh. no. This is not happening. Do not pass go, do not collect $200. You are so not turning around. Leave a guy a little dignity, huh?

"Please, John. I want...I need to see you. Just once. Before I go."

A wry giggle starts as a sob in your throat and escapes. Still not lookin', though.

"Hey, I 'm just the same... haven't changed...I'm still John Crichton." 

I'm still John Crichton. I'm still not enough for you. You still want to leave me behind.

And damn, if that thought don't start the tears again. You are such a WIMP. You crash your fist against the side of the module, needing something, anything, anger, fury to stop this tidal wave of self-pity. A smear of red blood blurs on the panelling. You're bleeding for her; doing it for real this time.

"John, you'll hurt yourself." There's strain showing in the words, in the voice. 

And against all reckoning this does make you turn round. You face her. Face her off furiously, because if she wants to put the boot in, if she wants to leave, you damn well won't make it easy for her. And because rage tastes better than humiliation any day.

You turn round all blazing wet eyes and anger.

"Well, hey, honey, why do you get the privilege of hurting John Crichton and not me??!"

And you look into her eyes and, crap, does she know how to kick you in the head. 

Because her eyes are swimming in water, her cheeks glisten, and her face, her beautiful face, is coloured by every mixed up emotion it's possible to feel.

She looks back at you, wide eyed, and a hand goes to her mouth.

"I didn't want to hurt you."

Dear Lord in heaven, what do you say now? 

Say nothing. Look at the face you love. Say anything. 

"It was never gonna work, was it, Aeryn? This whole *two of me* thing? This whole *two of us* thing?" 

You rub the heels of your hands against your eyes, try to scrub out the tears - she's seen 'em now, anyway. 

"I shoulda known, Aeryn; the instant, the INSTANT you went with him, it was over for me. I think I did know, really..." 

She hurts, you hurt, and none of it was deliberate. None of it was meant. None of it hurts any less.

Her fingers are still over her mouth, as if she doesn't want to let too much breath in. Doesn't want to feel too much. But the words thread through her fingers, like silken wraiths to tangle you up all over again.

"When I came back, John – seeing you was like losing him all over again. I loved him so much...and you are the same and I could love you so easily. Lose you so easily."

This is too much...too much. You've closed your eyes but you can see her big, grey eyes in your mind. How can she expect you to take this? She could have loved you so easily. You lean back against the module, cover your face with your hand and try not to think.

"I was so afraid. Am afraid. Of so much. That seeing you would replace him in my mind. I loved him so much and if I looked at you, loved you, soon it would be only you and not him...and I loved him so much! And I can't lose...I can't lose either John Crichton again." 

Her voice is louder now, raked with wetness, despair, and roller coasters of up and down, fear and numbness, and don’t let me suffer the loss of him. Every word she says and doesn't say, says it all. 

She loved him. She grieves for him. 

And you, John Crichton, shouldn't want to take the widow to bed.

You turn; leaning forward you bury your face against your arm because you don't want her to see the pain anymore. She's had too much of it, and so have you. You can almost understand why she has to leave.

You don't know what you'll do when she's gone. There'll be no other Aeryn to cover the memories of her in your head. No second Sun to let you remember the coolness of her touch and the glory of her smile. You wonder for a moment how it would be if you'd lost her but there was still a walking talking twin who loved you. 

You think you'd fall at her feet. But either your carbon copy was a better man than you, or the pull of John Crichton will never be enough. You'll never be enough.

Your voice is muffled. "Aeryn, if you're going, just...will you...just..."

And then there are those footsteps again. Nearer surely, within touching distance. Jacking up the coaster for another ride. 

"Look at me, John." Taut like a wire.

She does touch, light fingertips against the nape of your neck. Trust her to seek out that one exposed place, sending a shudder through you. And then more, as her hand seems to tremble and strokes against your hair.

"Aeryn, please..." No disguising the pain now. Your free hand waves vaguely in the air, stay away, just stay away...just stay...

Her fingers curl into your hair, round your skull and tugs you towards her. You let her tug because you'll give her anything. 

Your reluctant eyes meet hers. That hand is still at her mouth. Then it trembles and moves so slowly. Half draws back, but then strengthens slightly and reaches out to your face.

Fingertips rub against your wet cheek. A faint heart beat flutter on your skin. Then her hand slowly cups your face and weak sap that you are you lean into the touch.

Her words are equally faint. "I didn't know it would hurt this much..." Does she mean you or her? Or him?

You can barely get the your words out. "Neither did I..." You didn't realise it would be like this. Should've though...

She closes her eyes and rests her face against your forehead. Her hand is wet against your cheek.

And then your face finds its way into her shoulder, like there's a homing beacon there. Like you fit into her curves and spaces naturally. You've been here before, and she's stroked your hair before. 

But you'd thought you'd won many times before and you've always been one step across, two steps behind. 

And here you are again. Breathing into her neck. With her hand in your hair. Still out of sync and out of time.


Fin
